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III. 

How win they ftand before thy f ace 
}Vho treated thee with fueh ’ 




Children, 
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SONG XX, 



Againjl Ulenefs and Mifcbief. 

I. 

H OW doth the little bufy bee 
Improve each fhining hour, 
And .gather honey all the day 
Fmm ev’rv op mng now r . 


V. 


JJy heart (lull be in pain to hear, 
Wretches affront the Lord above: 

Tis that great God whole pow’r I fear, 
•That heav nly Father, whom I love. 


VI. 


my companions grow profane, 
f , “ ,eav <; 'heir friend/hip when I hear 
oung tinners take thy name in vain, 
And learn to curie, and learn to fwear, 


From ev’ry op mng 
IT. 

How fkilfully (he builds her cell ! 

How neat ihe fpreads the wax ! 

And labours hard to ftorc it well 
With the fwect food Ihe makes. 

III. 

In works of labour, or of lkill, 

I would be bufy too ; 

For Satan finds lbme mifchief llill 
For idle hands to do. 

iy. 

In books, or works, or healthful play* 
Let my firft years be pad, 

That I may give for ev’ry day 

Some good account at laft. 
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